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disguise what guests she lodged. The evening tisane was a trap.
The quarrel with death was a trick. I was embittered by finding that
it was one and the same person who, as she allowed my stew to simmer,
prepared for me this courteous interview with the empty mask, then,
blinding my eyes, frustrating my progress, inflamed my passionate
expectations! Yes, she who rummaged in the corners of the cellar,
who flavoured the tarts for my sake, would it be she who quite soon,
to-morrow, after the return from this nightmare ride, would enter
into my attic, leading by the hand my mysterious fiancee? I dressed
myself in the greatest confusion. I was going to fly, abandoning my
samples and my luggage, when a regret, stronger than my fear, led
me to give a last look at the yard. Already the lights were going out
on top of the stables which were decaying visibly. The horses pawed
the ground. The drivers turned towards the travellers who prattled
with renewed ardour. But I despaired of recognizing my fugitive
among her sisters. More so as the voices no longer reached me. I
could just imagine that I recognized her manner when another of
them, dropping a malicious curtsey, again rilled me with doubts.

Once more there was a delay; they must embrace before each one
regained her carriage and the large bonnets were in the way. This
done, they got in decorously, lifting up their lace petticoats. The
drivers took forever buttoning their capes. At last the old woman
made a sign. One carriage got under way.

The street was paved with mist into which the coaches vanished. As the
last one shaved the corner stone the carriage-door indiscreetly flew open.
She who is promised to me leant forward a moment and immediately
disappeared.
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I hear the ghost of a voice that cries: stay now
to ripen for what coming summers bring
from their stored clouds, upon your brow
the spendthrift silver scattering.

Born weeping, go not weeping back
to the realm of shadows underground,
leave cowards to wailing and fear of wrack,
in time enough yourself will stand frostbound